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«The Family of George Richard Norrell x 


1-Q-1-8-2-2-7-2 George Richard (Gull Norrell, son of George 
Nicholas Norrell and Grooksie Coulter. b. September 26, 1917 in 
Ashley County, Arkansas at Norrell’s Spur. Married Odettie Ricks, 
daughter of William Ricks and Jessie Viola Hennington, and they had 
ten children, five sons and fwe daughters. Their names are as follows: 
1-D-1-8-2-2-7-2-1 James William Norrell, b,Alugust 20, 1936 


1-D-1-B-2-2-7-2-2.Nellie Charlene Norrell, b. September27, 
1938 


1-D-1-B-2-2-7-2-3 Patricia, Ann Norrell, b. January 6, 1940 
1-D-1-B-2-2-7-2-4 Violia Irene Norrell, b..April 23, 1942 
1-D-1-8-2-2-7-2-5 Fred Richard Norrell, b. January 11, 1945 
1-D-1-B-2-2-7-2-6 George Raymond Norrell, b, January 31, 1947 
1-D-1-$-2-2-7-2-7 Larry Gene Norrell, b. July 3, 1951 
1-D-1-$-2-2-7-2-8 Jimmy Don Norrell, b, January 20, 1953 
1-O-1-8-2-2-7-2-9 Carla Sue Norrell, 
1-D-1-8-2-2-7-2-10 Kathy Norrell, b.. August 12, 1960 
Note: 


James William, male, died as an infant. 
Jimmy Don, male, died in an accident as a young boy. 
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. «The family of francis Marie Norrell » 


1-O-1-8-2-2-7-3 Francis Marie Norrell, daughter of George 
Nicholas Norrell and Grooksie Coulter. b. October 21, 1921 in Ashley 
county, Arkansas at Norrell’s Spur. Married Arley Gray December 
6,1942 they had three children, two sons and one daughter. Their 
names are as folows: 


1-D-1-8-2-2-7-3-1 Garry Nathan Gray, b. December 16, 1942 


1-D-1-B-2-2-7-3-2 Nancy A. Gray b..August 15, 1946 


1-D-1-B-2-2-7-3-3 Arley Dewayne Gray, b. September 16, 
1948 











George Nicholas Norrell 1d1b227 (b 1890 
Brooksie Coulter 141b227w (b Oct 9 1895 


Es eryl Palmer 1d1b22731w (m Mar 13 1982 
2\F | Nancy A. Gray 1d1b22732 
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«The Family of Lillian Pauline Norrell we 


1-D-1-B-2-2-7-4 Lillian Pauline (TootNorrell, daughter of 
George Nicholas Norrell and Brooksie Coulter. b. July 15. 1924 in 
Ashley County, Arkansas at Norrell’s Spur. Married, Walter Harold 
Chance , son of Walter Hermance Chance and Ice Ora Chamberlain in 
Detroit, Michigan on June 27, 1921. Married , Febuary 1, 1941 in 
Hamburg Arkansas by a Justice of the Peace . They had fie children, 
four sons and one daughter. Their names are as follows: 


1-O-1-8-2-2-7-4-1 Bobby Harold Chance, b. November 1, 
1941 at Norrell’s Spur in the Home of George and Grooksie Norrell. 


1-D-1-B-2-2-7-4-2 Violet Irene Chance, b. January 7, 1944 at 
Norrell’s Spur. 

1-D-1-8-2-2-7-4-3 Charles Leon Chance, b. March 15, 1946 at 
the Crossett Health Center, Crossett, Arkansas. 


1-9-1-8-2-2-7-4-4 Donald Frank Chance, b. December 6, 
1947 at home in Hamburg, Arkansas. 


1-9-1-8-2-2-7-4-5 David Wayne Chance, b,july 21, 1950 in 
the St. Joseph’s Hospital in Memphis,Tennessee. 


Note: 
Violet Irene , Female, died as an infant. 





os Parts and of My Life» 


Y 
Lillian Pauline Norrell Chance Green 


T had a good life as a child. Me and my sisters and 


brothers always had a good time playing. We had several acres 
to play on and plenty of cousins around to play with. One of the 
best places was on the hill along the railroad tracks, or on the 
track itself. 

Our parenis’ place was just about cut in half with the 
Ashley Drew and Northern Railway tracks, and it was about 
four hundred feet west of the house. It was just far enough away 
as not to be to much of a nuisance. 

The kids that lived within walking distance would all 
gather up at our house to play. We would walk through the west 
yard gaie that led into the woods lot, out to the barn and through 
the field. Where the field ended was a high embankment and at 
the foot of that was the track. The embankment was mostly red 
clay and gravel with some pine straw lying on top which came 
from the small trees that happen to be there. The straw is what 
we used to slide down on. Needless to say we all wore out the 
knees and seats of several pairs of pants, which got patched 
frequently. 

On Saturday or Sunday afternoon when the train wasn't 
running, we would walk over to where the hand car was taken 
off of the track, pick it up and put it back on. We would take 
turns pumping the handle on the car to make it roll up and 
down the empty rail so everyone could have a turn riding. This 
was a lot of fun. 

Sometimes we would be sitting on the front porch or in the 
front room, when we would hear a knock on the back door. It 
was unusual for our company to come to the back door, so it had 
to be a traveler (a hobo) from the railroad tracks. 


We would open the door slowly, because, we didn’t know 
who was there nor what they wanted. .As the door opened the 
light from the dinning room flooded the outside and there we 
would see a man who was in desperate need of more things than 
just a home cooked meal. The person would ask in a polite voice 
if we could spare something for him to eat. Mama or one of us 
girls would gather something for him to take along and he was 
on his way. We understood how it was with him, because, times 
were hard. 

lly Dad was a good man, who was dedicated to his 
family and always made us a good living. Dad worked on a 
pipeline for a while, when he was younger, and broke his leg 
somehow. He had trouble with it for the rest of his life. That is 
when he started farming. We had several cows, pigs, chickens 
and a few horses. 

We would use the cows to raise calves from for meat and to 
sell, and also use the cows milk. The pigs would be fattened up 
so we would have fresh meat from them. The horses were for 
working the gardens, riding and driving the cows from place to 
place, like to uncle Bankum Norrell’s place down the road, so we 
could dip them for ticks and take them back again. 

I remember when we raised watermelons and peanuts in 
the field on the west side of the tracks. I would go there and 
follow my Dad and iry to step in his foot prints wherever he 
would walk. 


(~ 


We did all types of work around the farm. We raised 
peanuts, potatoes and corn. .Alll kinds of vegetables. We also 
planted, chopped and picked our on cotton. Ribbon Cane was 
another crop we raised. It was cut down when it matured and 
was made into Ribbon Cane Syrup for our buttered biscuits and 
cornbread. When we kids would come in from school, we would 
go out to the onion patch, pull one up for each of us, take the 
onion into the house and eat the thing with some buttered bread 
or biscuit that was almost always left on the stove from an earlier 
meal. This sure was good. We then would change our clothes 
and go out to the field to work. We all (those who were old 
enough) had to help milk a large group of cows, because, with all 
these youngons it took a lot of milk to go around. 

To make sure that we always had meat to eat and not have 
to use up all of our pork and beef supply, the men folk would go 
fishing, and hunt for deer, squirrel, turkey, dove and quail. There 
was always plenty of game around for Daddy and Richard(®ull) 
my oldest brother to hunt and bring home to our table. 


In the Summer of the year the women would siart 
preparing early for the canning season along with all their other 
jobs. Vegetables were put up in jars and stored for winter use. In 
the fall we would put meat into jars, also to keep so there would 
be food for us in the winter. There were hams, shoulders, and 
middelens smoked or salt cured. 

The kids in the area attended school in a small two room 
building about three miles from our house. In order to get there 
we either had to walk or sometimes we would get to ride in a 
wagon, but that wasn't very often. The little country 
school use to sit where Shirley and Iva Kate Swan 
now have their home. It GE only went up to the eight 
grade so most of us stopped there and didn’t continue our 
education, because, the closest high school was in Hamburg, nine 
miles (more or less) from the Pine Hill Community. 





There wasn’t anyone to take us and it was certainly to far 
for us to walk. Never the less we all received a good education at 
our little Pine Hill School. We studied reading, writing, 
arithmetic, health, history and geography. 
We had many good times at that little school. We played 
baseball, marbles, hide & seek and jumped rope. 

Me and my brothers and sisters always had good lunches 
to eat at school. Some of the other kids wanted to trade with us, 
because our lunches were so good. Even with all of the work that 
Mama had to do, such as helping with the morning milking, 
working out in the field, washing the clothes by hand on a rub 
board, cleaning the house and cooking, she always took time to 
bake us a cake or some cookies for our lunches. Mama was a 
hard working person. 

TI had three brothers and four sisters. My sister Willie was 
the oldest. Then there was Richard(Gull, francis, Me 
(Lilian(toov, Mary Ruth (Bebe), William (Boy), Julia (Honey), 
and James (®uddy). Willie and Bull were married while I was 
young. Sometimes a few of our cousins would come over to our 
house and we all would go down to the Saline River and camp 
for a week at a time. We would fish and swim or wade for those 
who couldn't swim. Some would go walking in the woods. We 
had a large camping area cleared of most of the trees and all of 
the brush so we would have plenty of room for everyone. We 

always had lots of fun there. 


As children, like all kids, we looked forward to Christmas 
time. When the holiday was just around the corner, we would go 
out into the woods and cut a pretty tree for us to decorate. Sor 
some reason we would wish for a good snow and more times 
than not it would arrive and try to freeze us to death when we 
played in it. 


We would get some apples, oranges and pecans as treats 
during the holiday season. The most fun part of course was 
waking up on the cold Christmas morning and finding our gifts 
under the tree. Wouldn't know that there is always this smarty 
who gets his enjoyment out of telling the little kids that there was 
no Santa Clause. .dfter I found out, I didn’t enjoy Christmas in 
that way again. 

The fall and winter were busy times of the year also. In the 
fall the women and girls were busy getting food put up for winter 
and the men were cutting and splitting wood for the fire place 
and wood stove. There also had to be some wood set aside for 
heating the water to scald the hogs in, when they were killed. 
Hickory had to be gathered and prepared so it would be ready 
when Daddy started getting the hams, shoulders and middlens 
ready for smoking in the old smoke house out back. We had to 
make sure that there was enough corn in the crib and hay in the 
barn to feed the stock during the winter, because animals had to 
have more feed during that time to help keep then for freezing. 


There were times when we would get to ride into town 
(Hamburg) to buy things that we needed around the farm. We 
would load up and prepare ourselves for the long but 
adventurous trip in our wagon. Back then it was a novelty to get 
to ride on a good gravel road, because, most roads out our way 
were still dirt or mud. Whichever the case mat be. Of course that 
always depended on the weather. 








There always seemed to be so much excitement in town, 
with it being the county seat and all. People going from place to 
place. Some dressed in their best clothes. The town’s layout is 
virtually the same today in 1994 as it was when I was growing 
up. Buying groceries back then wasn’t hard at all, because, there 
wasn’t much to choose from and we didn’t need much anyway. 
Most of our food was raised by us. If a person was fortunate 
enough to have twenty dollars in his pocket, he could buy a 
wagon load of food and still have some change left over. Today 
you can get twenty dollars worth in one sack.,A small sack. 


| The ice man, CM.(Lightin) Miles started a route from 

Hamburg out toward us that ended about two miles from our 
house. In order to have some of it, some of the kids would get our 
little red wagon and potato sacks and go to meet the Ice Man. 
When we finally reached him, he would chip off a twenty-five 
pound block and place it in the wagon so we could cover it up as 
to keep it from melting before we made our way back to the 
house. Nama would take the ice and the sacks and place them 
in the icebox to keep our milk and other food cool. Sometimes we 
could get a litile extra and make some ice 
cream on the back porch, which : was always a treat. 





We also had peddlers come around to our house in their 
wagon. They had so much stuff on them, it looked like a 
traveling hardware store. They were so loaded in fact that you 
could hear them coming off in the distance. There was pots and 
pans, sewing supplies, harness for someone's plow mules, coal oil 
lamps, hats and gloves, and the best was the penny gum and 
nickel candy bars. It was certainly good to see one of these men 
stop by. 


Time rolled along and things pretty well stayed the same 
with me, until I became a teenager. I turned fourteen years old 
the summer of 1938, July 15 to be exact. Shortly afier that is 
when I met this boy. The first time that I save him was when two 
of my Coulter cousins stopped by our house as they often did, 
while on their way down to the Saline River to go fishing. This 
time they brought someone with them that I didn’t know. He 
was seventeen, tall and thin, and his name was Walter Chance. 
His family moved down to,Ashley County from Detroit Michigan 
to help work the farm that belonged to his Grandpa, James J. 
Chance, who was sick and unable to keep the place going. 

Walter came over to our house several times during next 

few months and seemed interested in my older sister Francis. I 
could tell because he took up allot of time with her. Some times he 
would push her around the yard in our Daddy's wheelbarrow, 
but it wasn’t long before he started to like me instead. 
He began working with my Dad cutting and hauling logs to the 
railroad tracks for transport to the mill. He continued working 
with my Dad until after we were married. On February 1, 1941 
me and Walter went to Hamburg and got married by a_Justice of 
the Peace. I was sixteen and he was nineteen. I remember 
Walter was wearing overalls and rubber boots, but it was 
raining. 

We spent the night with Mama and Daddy. They helped 
us get some furniture and we moved into one of David -Keith’s 
houses not very far away. Very shorily thereafter I got pregnant 
and gave birth to our first son Bobby Harold. He was born in 
Dad and Mama’s house with the help of a colored woman as 
mid-wife. He was a doll! After Bobby was born we three moved 
into Hamburg. Walter was working at the Barnes sawmill for a 
while. This is the year that my Dad passed away, 1941. 


Next I became pregnant with Violet Irene born, January 7, 
1944. By this time Bobby was two years old and Walter went 
into the Navy due to the war that was going on at the time. 
Violet passed away shorily after her Daddy left. Walter was able 
to make it home for her service, however. The Doctor didn’t know 
what was wrong with her. Medicine wasn’t as advanced then as 
it is today. Walter came home for awhile and later received a 
medical discharge from the Navy. He contracted Rheumatic fever 
and it caused a serious problem with his heart. 

Leon was born on March 15, 1946 in the Crossett Health 
Center. We were still living in Hamburg, times were still pretty 
hard. Donald was born on December 6, 1948 at home in 
Hamburg. A short time later we all moved to Memphis, 
Tennessee, because, Walter and Clifion Bozeman saw an 
advertisement about carpenters being needed at the Millington 
Naval, dlirbase. 

After that job was finished Walter found a job at the 
Firestone Tire and Rubber Company in Memphis. David was 
born in the St. Joseph's Hospital on July 21, 1950. We lived at 
three different locations while we were in and around Memphis. 
Walter worked at firestone for fourteen years, and had several 
heart attacks. His Doctor advised him to find a less stressful job, 
so we left Tennessee and went back to.drkansas in the summer 
of 1962. Walter, with the help of our three youngest sons started 
an electrical and refrigeration business in North Crossett. Bobby 
Harold had left for the Navy a few months before we came back 
to. Arkansas. 

fier a year in Crossett we bought a house out in the 
country about seven miles west of Hamburg. It was on the same 
land that we lived on when Bobby was two, but a different house. 

Just a short walk through the woods from my sister Willie and 
her family. Walter continued working as an electrician around 
the Crossett area. 


He and I loved each other very much but we just could not 
seem to get along anymore, so we divorced. Bobby had since 
married and he and his wife had a little boy, Toney. They 
bought the house from me and Walter and Bobby still lives there 
today. 

About a year later, I married a man from Sterlington 
Louisiana by the name of Louis Green in December of 1970. We 
were married almost a year when I was told that Walter had 
another heart attack and passed away in his sleep on December 
3, 1971, our granddaughter Kim's first birthday and he was 
buried on Donald’s birthday. This really got to me, because I still 
loved him. 

I was living in Sterlingion when Leon came down to live 
near me and {ouis. He worked for us about twenty one years. 
He and his second wife Wanda had a little boy, Walter aul. 
Donald, his wife Yeonne and their children, Shannon and John 
Louis, came to Sterlington to live and Donald works with us. 


January 1993 Leon got sick. We found out that he had 
cancer. Leon lived about three weeks after that and died on 
January 23, 1993. That, so far is the worst thing that I have ever 
had to go through, losing one of my sons. We were so close that 
I will never get over his death. I hope that one day that I will get 
to see him again. I certainly hope that I go before any of my 


other sons. 


T have six grandchildren and three great grandchildren. I 
love them all. This is my family: 

Bobby Harold marriod Anita Ponnington and they had 
one son, Toney Harold Chance 

Leon Married three times, but he and his second wife 
Wanda Gilmore had one son, Walter Paul Chance 

Donald married twice, but he and his first wife Yoonne Lee 
had two children, one daughter, Shannon Ray Chance and one 
son, John Louis (J.£) Chance 

David married Ruth nn Johnson and they had two 
children, one daughter. Kimberly .dnn Chance and one son, 
Leonard Wayne Chance. 


Ny great grandchildren: Nicholas Aaron Chance, Toney 
§ Lisa's son. 
Dustin, Alan Hicks, Kimberly and Tracy's son. 
Michael David Chance, JonathanWayne Chance, Wayne 
and Michele’s son and one on the way! 
My sister Francis and I go places and spend allot of time 
together. Her husband,drley Gray passed away in July of 1993. 


We have had several loved ones pass on. My Daddy 
George Nicholas Norrell died in 1941. Violet Irene Chance died 
July 28, 1944. Walter Chance died December 3, 1971. My 
Mama @Brooksie Coulter Norrell died, April 14, 1988. My brother 
Richard died July 24, 1989, and his daughter Irene died June 4, 
1992. Leon died January 23, 1993. 

So this is My Life up to and including 1994. I was seventy 
on july 15 of this year. 


To Those I love and Those Who Love Me. 
A Poem 


When I am gone, release me, let me go 
I have so many things to see and do. 
You musin’t tie yourself to me with tears. 


I gave to you my love. You can only guess 
How much you gave to me in happiness. 

I thank you for the love you each have shown 
But now it’s time I traveled alone. 


So grieve a while for me if grieve you must 
Then let your grief be comforted by trust. 
It’s only for a while that we must part. 

So bless the memories within your heart. 


I won't be far away, for life goes on. 

So-if you need me, call and I will come. 

Though you can’t see me or touch me, I'll be near. 
And if you listen with your heart, you'll hear 
All of my love around you soft and clear. 


And then, when you must come this way... alone, 


Ill greet you with a smile, and say, 
"Welcome Home” 


anenymeus 
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Birth Dec 22 1968 Crossett Hospital Ashley County, Ar 
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3 Summer Visits & 
Family Reunions 


Before my family moved from Tennessee to firkansas, we used 
to visit my Grandma Grooksie Norrell. The most memorable occasion 
was the big family reunion each year during the summer time. We 
would arrive a few days before this momentous event so my mom 
could help in the preparations. It seemed like you could just wipe the 
excitement out of the air, or, at least I felt that way about tt. 

There was this hustle and bustle going on everywhere. Women 
were in the kitchen cooking cakes and pies, and food for those folks just 
arriving, and for those helping with other projects. Some women and 
young girls were enough mattresses and quilts on the floor to 
accommodate those that would be spending the night. 

The men folk were about their business at the hog pin. They 
were looking over the selection of pigs that would become the main 
course for tomorrow's lunch. The hogs were killed, cleaned, scaled, 
scraped and quartered. While the men and the older boys were 
preparing the meat, the middle boys would be shoveling out the pit for 
cooking the hogs. Sometimes there would be as many as three hogs 
cooking at one time. It really depended on how many people 
Grandma was expecting to show up at the family get together. 

If I remember right, the bar-b-que pit was eight or so feet long, 
four feet wide and about two and a half feet deep. Lgrge enough to 
hold a lot of hot oak and hickory coals. Gathering and carrying the 
wood was the younger boys job. Everyone would work hard all day 
long just to get ready to cook the hogs all through the raght. 

The meat was placed on the pit wire around six p.m. The meat 
didn’t take but just a few short minutes to start cooking, because of the 
hot bed of coals that had been prepared before hand. ‘The air all 
around the place would be filled with the wonderful smells of oak, 
hickory, and cooking pork. 

The men folk and the older boys would stay up all night and 
tend to the fire and cooking meat, while the women and younger kids 
went to bed. They thought! 





Grandma's house was a good twenty five to thirty feet wide and 
had a front porch that was as wide as the house. Now this is where 
most of the people gathered to sit and talk, and keep as cool as they 
could. Floping to catch a late evening breeze or two. It was always so 
nice to sit and listen to some of the stories the older adults would tell. 
Watch the fire flies in the yard or try to catch some. I even liked to 
listen to the insects or an old lonesome owl out in the woods across the 
road. Sometimes you could hear the train coming far off in the 
distance. Those were the peaceful times that I will never forget, and 
when my mind begins to dim, I can read about them again. 

Now where was I, yes. This old porch was the place that all of 
the boys sixteen and under slept also. ‘There was wall to wall 
youngons. We slept on what was called Baptist Pallets. This was no 
more than thick. soft quilts laid side by side, with a sheet to cover up 
with. But, never, a better bed was there made, than that. When the 
Women and girls were safely and soundly asleep, some of these boys, 
me encluded, would slip off of the end of the porch and quietly make 
our way around, behind the men who were sitting up with the meat. 
We stayed well away from the light of the fire so as not to be detected. 
There we would lay in the grass and listen to some of the _adult stories, 
Jokes and conversations that we weren't suppose to hear. Very late into 
the night one or two of the most daring boys would sneak up to the 
edge of the fire-light and steal one of their cold beers. We thought that 
we were so smart and cunning. We were convinced that we were the 
only ones to have done this daring deed, until the next morning. That 
is when we were informed by the men that this sort of thing had been 
going on since they were kids. Man, what a let down. Shoot, we didn't 
even want to do this any more, until next the next year! 

During all of the next morning, kinfolks from everywhere were 
arriving and bringing all kinds of food with them. It wasn’t long at all 
before there was people coming out the windows. There were groups of 
people sittin and groups of people standin. No matter where they were 
or who was in the group, they were talking. That's one of the things 
that I liked most about the Norrell clan, they didn’t mind talking to you. 


The closer to dinner time it got the more people showed up, and 
that was good, because, the more the merrier. Whenever the meat was 
good and done, marked the time for lunch. ‘This may sound 
chauvinistic, but the adult men of the family were seated at the table first 
and some times there were two shifis of them or they would get a plate 
of food and retreat to the front porch where most of the loving mom's 
had placed their kids with their food. The bad part about this was that, 
the women, (the ones who did most of the work) was left to eat last and 
they would still have to clean all of the dishes again. Probably for the 
forth time during that one meal. When all of the dishes were clean 
and put away, the women folk would then come to the front porch to 
rest a spell and try to cool off by fanning there aprons. Before long it 
would be time to star warming up the left overs for supper. 

Pine Hill Grocery 


Tt usually started around two o'clock in the afternoon. gill of the 
kids would gather somewhere in the yard or out close to the barn 
where the grown ups would not see us. Here we would decide who was 
going to ask for a ride to Bennie Craig’s store (Pine Hill Gro). Not a 
ride for one or two, but for all of us kids, about thirty or so. Of course, 
we knew that we weren't going to get one, but we had to ask anyway. 
Then we would ask if some of the older kids could drive us. We then 
were met with a resounding, No! they can’. It was part of the game 
that was played for years. .Afier we were turned down on the ride, and 
we all did our whining. It was time to come up with the idea of walking 
to the store. No! they said, without hesitation. Some of you kids might 
fall out from the heat. This was the older ones cue to chime in and say 
that they would watch after the little ones. This would assure the 
mom’s that everything was going to be OK. (Everyone knew that the 
older boys and girls were more responsible, some were and some 
weren't, and would watch after the small fries. Yea, right. Not long 
after, we were off. Bennie 

Craig, look out, you are about to be invaded. The Norrell kids were on 
their way. , 














When we started out down the road in the general direction of 
the store, every thing seem to fall into it’s usual pecking order. The 
older “more responsible” kids were in the front of our caravan. Then 
groups of kids in two year increments would form, one behind the 
other. There were usually four bunches, ranging from the age of 
sixteen down to ten. The youngest ones dragging up the rear, 
walking down this long, dry, dusty gravel road. 

We finally reached the store and spent what little money we had 
and then we were off again, on our way back. We bought cold drinks 
and something to snack on and maybe a few fire works to shoot off 
during the night. It wasn’t for these things that we made this long 
Journey, but for the opportunity to stretch our legs, our minds and our 
independence. It also gave all of us cousins the chance to get to know 
one another a litle bit better. I didn’t find out until much later that the 
adults were just as eager to see us go to the store as we were. Just so 
they could have a few hours of peace and quite. 

It was always hot when we would take this traditional trip, but, I 
wasn't about to be left behind. I started walking with the rest when I 
became ten years old. This, was one of the two requirements. The 
other was that you had better be able to keep up or they would see you 
on the way back. Going to the store held no great place in my heart, 
except that, I was always looking forward to the day that I could move 
up in the ranks of the pecking order. It was like going up one grade in 
school, because you had a younger group under you. It was good to be 
accepted by your peers. 

We still have our family reunion each year, but there seems to be 
less and less cousins attending. We don’t have the event at my 
Grandma's any more. She passed away in 1988, like so many other 
family members. The reunions just don’t seem to be as mush fun as 
they used to be. It is good to see the family that shows up, no doubt 
about that. It is hard going and not seeing ones that, as a child, you 
thought would always be there. It is so sad sometimes to grow up and 
realize how tender life really is... 


My Grandpa and Grandma Norrell’s house was built around 
the 1920's when they were still very young. The house had three good 
size bedrooms , a large kitchen with a walk-in pantry, a front room, as 
grandma called it, which had a fireplace and there was a big dinning 
room in the back of the house that would seat about thirty people, if the 
tables were placed end to end. gf back porch with a shelf where the 
water buckets sat, waiting for you to take the dipper hanging on the 
post and help yourself to a cool drink of fresh well water. 

That old house as I remember it, was in need of paint job, had 
windows that were held open with sticks and had wooden shingles that 
were beginning to curl up on the ends. The floor would shake if you 
were in a hurry. .A fire place that was so inviting in the winter that you 
would think of it as your good friend and there was a radio on the table 
that always woke you in the morning with songs from The 
Chuckwagon Gang on KaAGH. 

I loved to come down the road on the way there and look up on 
top of the sloping hill and see this old place. It was as if it was 
beckoning you to come on up and stay awhile. It was a place in this 
crazy world a child could find peace and solitude. .f place where you 
belonged. 
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«The Family of Mary Ruth Norrell x 


1-D-1-8-2-2-7-5 Mary Ruth (BeGe).Norrell, daughter of George 
Nicholas Norrell and Brooksie Coulter. b. May 27, 1928 in,Ashley County, 
Arkansas at Norrell’s Spur. Married Troy Johnston September 8, 1944. 
They had two children, two daughters. Their names are as follows: 


1-D-1-8-2-2-7-5-1 Debora Kay Johnston, b. 


1-D-1-8-2-2-7-5-2 Connie Darlene Johnston, b. September 4, 1958 





Family Group Record 





Prepared Feb 23 1997 by: 





Family Group Record Page 1 
Husband Dr. Joseph Dale Sarnicki 1d1b22751h 


Birth Jan 21 1952 ‘SER RE eR eR ARTE EE 
ene RENE ET AEE SEI I 
EERE EEE IE ATE ELE LE LE TE, 
Marriage sp 2 1978 a 
ife 

Birth 












Wi Debora Kay Johnston 1d1b22751 

TARA ARSON SA ee, 
EEE ROS Se aa 
AEE AARNE DEEDES OSES ENO, 
Burial RS EN eT RE I 
Father Troy Johnston 1d1b2275h 

Mother ary Ruth (Bebe) Norrell 1d1b2275 (b May 7 1928 


iF | Melissa Dawn Oliver 141b227511 


Birth Dec 26 1975 EA EAC DONE TLRS 
Fee meats Ss cece a et go naa 
Beet Facet ioscan ncmicntanaip scant clsanisati eles co tuecetdase 
EATERS a NES, 

|M| Matthew Brandon Sarnicki 1d1b227512 

Ce 

Buia Ss 

[Mariage 

Prepared Feb 23 1997 by: 
























The 
Family 
of 
William 
Rance 
Norrell 





The Family of William Rance Norrell x 


1-D-1-B-2-2-7-6 William Rance (Goy) Norrell, son of George 
Nicholas Norrell and Brooksie Coulter. b. £Ebuary 4, 1931 in Ashley 
County, Arkansas at Norrell’s Spur. Married Mallie Ruth Halley, they 
had one daughter. her name is as follows: 


1-©-1-8-2-2-7-6-1 Penny Denise Norrell, b. June 26, 1962. 
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0s The Family of Julia Lorene Norrell x 


1-D-1-8-2-2-7-7 Julia Lorene (Honey) Norrell, daughter of 
George Nicholas Norrell and Grooksie Coulter. b. March 17, 1935 in 
Ashley County, Arkansas at Norrell’s Spur. Married Raymond Woods 
they had three children , all daughters. Their names are as follows: 


1-D-1-B-2-2-7-7-1 Julia glnn Woods, b. May 4, 1953 in 
Crossett, Arkansas, Ashley County. 

1-D-1-B-2-2-7-7-2 Dixie Rhae Woods, b. June 2, 1955 in 
Crossett, Arkansas, Ashley County. 


1-D-1-B-2-2-7-7-3 Sandra Kay Woods, b. October 26, 1956 in 
Crossett. Arkansas, Ashley County. 


— 





















Family Group Record ge 1 


Husband Raymond Woods 1d1b2277h 
Tan 9 1930 [Ashley Coun, AR SSCCCCOCSCOCOSOCCCCCCCC*Y 
1977 
1977 Simms Cemetery North Crossett, Ashley Coun 
AEE LRN NATE MIES S DEE ATE, 
Father Burley Woods 1d1b2277hf 
Mother Hattie C. Woods 1d1b2277hm 
ife Julia Lorene (Honey) Norrell 141b2277 
: 
_ TE Sees 2 EE 
| TT RNAS AIS ANNE RENAE ERTIES I II NEE: 
Fi George Nicholas Norrell 1d1b227 (b 1890 
Brooksie Coulter 1d1b227w (b Oct 9 1895 
Woods 1d1b22771 
















‘ 


















ather 
Lerner eee 


Birth ay 4 1953 Crossett Health Center Ashley County, Ar ad 


Spouse Jerry Reed 1d1b2277ih 

Dixie Rhea Woods 141b22772 

Birth Jun 2 1955 
ene a 
Burial ee i OE 
Sandra Kay Woods 1d1b22773 

Birth Oct 26 1956 
EE EEE EES 
a i 


_ ew 














i 
























Family Group Record Page 1 


Husband W. T. Adams 141b22772h 
et 
(a D 
fueroge 
Wife Dixie Rhea Woods 1d1b22772 
Health Center Ashley County, Ar 

ine eee eee 
|. hc. aa eae aaa te ie A ITN AE ELLIS, 
ee Mother Julia Lorene (Honey) Norrell 1d41b2277 (b Mar 17 1935 
|M| Brent Thomas Adams 141b227721 
TR ly EAA IN ELLE EE 
| ESE CR ETI OTE, 

ayla Lynn Adams 1d1b227722 

jBwin Sep 181972 _—_—| Crossett Health Center Ashley County, Ar 


























ERE ELSE ET 
Clara Denise Adams 1d1b227724 






Prepared Feb 29 1997 by: 





epared Feb 23 1997 by: 





